Think kindly of me when my hour comes, which will
be soon. I am homesick for you to-day, for the town,
for my room, for the lecture-rooms there. I would like
to know if the bells in the Jesuit church are ringing now,
the ones I always heard in prison. And I would like to
know if there is a light in the villa on the Klingenbergweg,
Christmas is a sentimental time. My landlords are play-
ing on a borrowed gramophone some dreadful season-
able songs. Mathilde has kept away to-day with her
whole family. And I am sitting in front of the little
garments and I feel like a tough piece of leather that is
being beaten soft by a patient, patient Master,
Your Helene.
Let us try to picture Helene Willfuer as she was at
that period of her life. Let us picture her as the artist
Dartschenko saw her, March furrows beneath her naked
feet, small, virginal and yet pregnant, with the delicate
halo of pain about her tight-drawn face. Let us imagine
her following her path unerringly, without sleep, without
nourishment, without substance, driven to the limits of
human endurance. Can we glimpse her personality,
mirrored in the noble and the ordinary people among
whom her path lay—her solitary, cold and perilous
path ? Do we fear lest she succumb to all that awaited
her—for she had not yet reached the depths of her need,
she had not yet withstood the worst—or have we faith
in the tough, patient, proud and humble strength of her
kind ? Surely it must be with a sense of pleasure and of
wonder that we meet her again, meet her again more
than a year later in an unexpected place, in our town, in
the town with the castle, the river, the hills and the old
Alma Mater ?
She wore on that day a washed-out, skimpy frock. She
was leaving sick-room No. 57 in the clinic reserved for-

